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Malaga O’Malaga 
(for Marion Moynihan) 

I am a goose on one leg 

waiting at Malaga airport. 

No one will notice that ’m a goose 
because Malaga airport is full of geese 
standing on one leg, 

and it’s always the left leg. 

The noise at Malaga airport has a cadence 
a loud loud lisp 
and a cac-cac-cackle, 

all thunder no rain. 

Some noises are necessary 
if we want to see the other birds, 

and we all want to see the other birds. 

We have to put up with the noise 
aren’t we making half the noise ourselves? 
So many geese together 
so many wild geese. 

I stick my neck out 

I have a neck like a swan 

a shrink once told me. 

My father used to say 

I had a neck for anything but soap. 

I stick my neck out to see 
if the other bird has landed. 

The rest do the same thing 
they stick their necks out. 

The odd cratur hops on the other foot 
but we take no notice. 
Hardly anyone hisses 
except two old codgers 
who fell fowl of the flock years ago. 
They were leaning against the back wall 
complaining about air miles 
and the journey south 

scratching their tail feathers. 
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You could forgive them that, 

this waiting is wearing on the nerves. 

Loved ones are coming for Christmas 
the expectations terrify 

the noise is now more whooper than hub! 

It blocks out everything 

except what the eyes can see. 
All the eyes are on the arrivals gate 
and on the electronic noticeboard 

landed, delayed, landed, delayed, 

landed delayed landed 

which is it, which is it 

we all stretch our swans’ necks. 

It’s hardly a sanctuary here 
but all those open arms 

harness their own remedy. 
A veinless threadless remedy 

that needs no water or air to flourish. 
Just those outstretched arms 

and a dash of something 
unseen unheard 

made from lonely 

made from loss. 

We were alone for nine hundred years 

now all those loving collisions 

are turning us into right ninnies. 

We are sobbing and bobbing 

and all over happy and secure 

but our clothes are all creased. 

The teenagers aren’t goslings anymore. 
But they are still whooping 

and the noise is all thunder no rain 

people are getting hugged 
right left and centre, arms outstretched 

loving collisions are happening 
feathers are flying 

all over Malaga airport. 
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Oilean Na nDeor 

For years he pinched sleep 

ate like a swallow 

he cried openly. 

His memory was 

that they took the Currach 

on a day when the sea was all spite. 
He tried to recall 
what sparked the row. 

Was it a comment he made about a girl 

from a neighbouring Island 
who loved them both? 

He was the only 

mortal left on the Island. 

He watched like Argos night and day. 

Lore has it, 

he implored the vengeful sea 
to give back his sons for burial. 

Legend has it, 
that on the night he died, 

the half door was left open 

the light was left on. 

Oudeén Na nDeor: Island of Tears 
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Be Someone 

For Christ’s Sake, 

learn to type 

and have something 

to fall back on. 

Be someone, 

make something of yourself, 

look at Gertrudo Ganley. 

Always draw the curtains 

when the lights are on. 

Have nothing to do 

with the Shantalla gang, 

get yourself a right man 

with a Humber Sceptre. 

For Christ’s sake 

wash your neck 

before going into God’s House. 

Learn to speak properly, 

always pronounce your ings. 
Never smoke on the street, 

don’t be caught dead 

in them shameful tight slacks, 
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spare the butter, 

economise, 

and for Christ’s sake 

at all times 

watch your language. 
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It’s All Because We’re Working-Class 
(for Michael A.) 

Through them 

you could see 

no rhyme reason 
or gable end; 

that coal bag washer 

and grass eater 

from the Shantalla clinic 
prescribed them. 

Burn your patch 

he said 

and be a man; 

slip these on 

and see into 

the souls of men; 

and our Ambrose 

walked into 

the gable end 

and his life 
was in splinters 

thereafter. 

All he really needed 

was to rest his lazy eye 

for a few months 
and the wrong eye 
would right itself. 

It’s like having your leg 

tied behind your back 

for six years 

then suddenly have it released 

and be told, 

go now and breakdance 
on a tight-rope. 
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It’s all because we’re working-class; 

if we lived up in Taylor’s Hill 
with the coal bag washers 
and grass eaters, 

do you think for one minute 

they would put 

them big thick spy-glasses on your child. 

Not a tall 

not a fuckin’ tall; 

they’d give ya them film star glasses 
with the glitter on them, 
just as sure 

as all their metallic purple wheelbarrows 

have matching cocker spaniels 
they would; 

fuckin’ coal bag washers 

and grass eaters 

the whole fuckin’ lot of them; 
and it’s all because we’re working-class. 

 



they wanted to know 

they wanted to know. 

Seconds galloped all over us 
minutes ricocheted 

two hours shot by, 

we were all casualties. 

With the jingle of keys 
I was free to go 

handshakes, smiles 

much left unsaid, 

the distance between us 
several poems shorter. 

I feared the man in the cage. 

76   

Philomena’s Revenge 

As a teenager 
she was like any other, 

boys, the craic, 
smoking down the backs. 

Later there was talk 

she broke things, 

furniture and glass, 
her mother’s heart. 

‘Mad at the world,’ 

the old women nod 

round each other’s faces. 

But it was more 

than that 

and for less 

she was punished. 

That weekend 

she didn’t leave a cup alone 

every chair hit the wall, 

Philomena’s revenge. 

Soon after 

she was shifted 

and given the shocks. 

Round each other’s faces 

the old women nod, 
“Treatment, treatment 

they’ve given her the treatment.’ 

These days 

she gets on with the furniture, 

wears someone else’s walk, 

sees visions in glass. 

 



She’s good too People Who Wear Cardigans Ar 
for getting the messages; 
small things, bread and milk 

sometimes the paper, People who wear cardigans 

are the type of people 
and closing the gate who say, 
after her father drives out, 

she waits for his signal ‘Would you get us 
he always shouts twice, the Gold Flake 

out of the cardi in the hall stand 

before the race starts 

like a good girl.’ 

‘Get the gate Philo, 
get the gate, girl.’ 

People who wear cardigans are subversiv 

I know a man who swore 

‘All popes are good.’ 
He was a C wearer. 

They are more likely 
to call their children strange names. 

I knew one with a sly neck 

who had a habit of saying 

out of the corner of his mouth, 

‘J.C.B. Kellogg and Dry Bread 
your tea is ready.’ 

He was a seven day a week C wearer. 

They keep their money 
and bits of granny 
in biscuit tins 
under the stairs. 

They pray for rain 
and the postponement of Christmas, 
plus the evacuation of all children 
to the plural of Pluto. 

People who wear cardigans are subversiv 

They harbour resentments against 

slickless phones. 
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Higher Purchase 

We saw them take 
her furniture out, 

the new stuff 

her kids boasted about 

six months before. 

The Chesterfield Suite 
the pine table and chairs 
the posh lamp 
the phone table, 

though they had no phone. 

When it was going in 
we watched with envy 
she told her kids out loud 
“You’re as good as anyone else 
on this street’. 

When it was coming out 
no one said anything, 
only one young skut 
who knew no better, shouted, 

‘Where will ye put the phone now, 
when it comes.’ 
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When the Big Boys Pulled ¢ 

In S.P.S. 

we parted the nuts 
we parted the washers 
between this and lunch time 
we smoked. 

A nut in this barrel 
a washer in that barrel 
never a washer in with a nut 
never a nut with a washer be. 

After lunch 

was much the same, 
divide and conquer 
nut and washer 
no thought for cancer 
we all smoked on. 

We had plenty of 
nut and washer jokes 
but they were all played out 
and only used 

when a new girl started. 

We were cruel 
sending her for a glass hammer, 
a bucket of compressed air. 
Soon enough she was flashing the as 
and goading us on an all-out strike, 
when we got dermatitis. 

This decisive thinker won us over 
in a hurry, making her part 
of our nut and washer brigade. 

Our fag breaks 
became our summer holidays 
when the Big Boys pulled out. 

 


